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Thus may it be: and worse.

And may we know Thy perfect darkness.

And may we into Hell descend with Thee*

PI ETA

Stark in the pasture on the skull-shaped hill,
In swollen aura of disaster shrunken and
Unsheltered by the ruin of the sky,
Intensely concentrated in themselves the handed
Saints abandoned kneel.

And under the unburdened tree

Great in their midst, the rigid folds

Of a blue cloak upholding as a text

Her grief-scrawled face for the ensuing world to read,

The Mother, whose dead Son's dear head

Weighs like a precious blood-incrusted stone

On her unfathomable breast:

Holds Him God has forsaken, Word made flesh
Made ransom, to the slow smoulder of her heart
Till the catharsis of the race shall be complete,

DE PROFUNDIS

Out of these depths:

Where footsteps wander in the marsh of death and an
Intense infernal glare is on our faces facing down;

Out of these depths, what shamefaced cry
Half choked in the dry throat, as though a stone
Were our confounded tongue, can ever rise:
Because the mind has been struck blind
And may no more conceive
Thy Throne,